CHAPTER    7
HUNGARIAN   SUMMER
with rancour in my heart I came in the dawn to Budapest, drove
to a hotel, booked myself a room. I had left behind me Prague,,
where all the newspaper-men were gathering, where the next act
in the European tragedy was being played. All my American and
British friends were there. They had been jollying me about a
book I had written in which I had said that Czechoslovakia was
finished, for. England, that England and France would deliver
her up to Germany, that Czechoslovak hands would in coming
years be making weapons for Germany and probably bearing
them for her in the next war.
I was too sure in my forecast, they said. But I knew, I had
watched this thing taking shape for nearly six long years, from that
day in January 1933 when Hitler came to power, and I was cer-
tain I was right. England and France were firmly set on their
Gadarene policy, nothing that one man could say would alter it.
Now I wanted to be in Prague and see it happen. I was Central
European Correspondent of my paper, responsible for all the
countries of the Danubian Basin, and all the other Central Euro-
pean Correspondents, after the end of Austria, had automatically
moved to Prague. I had been ordered to go to Budapest, a news
cemetery. 'Other arrangements' had been made in Prague. I
was resentful, but not surprised. I had put down in black and
white what I thought was going to happen to Czechoslovakia, and
if I was right it was logical that the description of the tragedy
would not be wanted from a man who felt so strongly about it as
I did. Raging, but held back by some1 inward pull from immediate
resignation, I went to Budapest.
I am thankful now to that inner voice, for I would not have
missed that Hungarian summer for anything, I was able, at my
free week-ends, to make flying trips to Prague on my own behalf,
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